THE  LOVERS  OF  ORELAY

Bsterelles projecting over the valley, showing
against what remained of the sunset, one or two
bars of dusky red, disappearing rapidly amid heavy
clouds massing themselves as if for a storm, and soon
after night closed over the landscape,

** Henceforth," 1 said, " I shall have to look to my
own thoughts for amusement, and in my circum-
stances there was nothing reasonable for me to think
of but Doris. Some time before midnight I should
catch sight of her on the platform. It seemed to me
wonderful that it should be so, and I must have been
dreaming, for the voice of the guard, e,rying out that
dinner was served awoke me with a start.

It is said to be the habit of my countrymen never
to gat into conversation with strangers in1 the train,
but 1 doubt if that be so* Everything depends on
the taet of him who first breaks silence; if his man-
ner inspires confidence in his fellow-traveller he .will
receive such answers as will carry the conversation
on for a minute or two, and in that time both will
have come to a conclusion whether the conversation
ihould be continued or dropped, A pleasant little
book might be written about train acquaintances.
If I were writing such a book I would tell of the
Americans 1 onct met at Nuremberg, and with whom
I travelled to Paris; it was such a pleasant journey.
I ihould have liked to keep up their acquaintance,
but it is not the etiquette of the road to do so.
But I am writing no such book; I am writing the
queat of a golden fleece, and may allow myself no
further deflection in the narrative; I may tell, how-
ever* of th* two very interesting people 1 met at
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